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Author's Notes: 
Got inspired after | saw some pictures from their actual supporting act on a Stone Roses concert. So it's kind 


of "based on" real events, except the homo parts of course. That's all made up by me. 


Heaton Park, Manchester, 2012. Beady Eye appeared as the opening act for The Stone Roses. But also, Liam was 
putting again, this time onstage, that stupid game he played along with Gem on a radio interview in Italy, when 
they both decided to ignore Andy, just to piss him off and make him jealous. Place was all crowded and, as 
they were the supporting band, their show started during the day and it was kind of a sunny day, but still a 
cold breeze around. So most of the people attending were wearing coats and jackets, including them. Andy had a 
blue cotton full zip sweatshirt, a black and white striped shirt -that was actually like a signature on him-, light 
colored blue jeans, brown round sunglasses with green lenses, hair messed up as always, and he picked up that 
day a beautiful red guitar; Gem was wearing a deep brown long sleeve shirt and obscure blue jeans, and Liam 
was wearing a black leather jacket with a V-neck T-shirt, on the same color, that would let sight a bit of his 
chest hair, obscure blue jeans, and he had cut his hair. For Andy's disgrace, Liam wasn't wearing sunglasses 
that day, so he would be messing up throwing glances at the others. In addition, he held a black scarf, during 
the whole concert, which would use to keep his hands busy. From time to time he would pretend to tie the 


scarf around his head, covering his eyes, leading to Andy's fantasies about the singer. 


The brunet didn't lose the chance to go around, whispering things on everyone's ear, except Andy. Occasionally, 
he looked on the blond's direction, but avoiding his sight. The guitarist thought that at least with the 
sunglasses on he would hid his emotions, but Liam could read every move he did, and he could already tell his 
lover was falling in his game once again. As time passed, they warmed up. Andy felt his head as if he had 
poured water on his hair and could felt also little sweat drops that started to fall over his forehead and 
behind his ears. So did the others. He observed Liam as much as the performance permitted it: he got sweaty, 
and the hair over his forehead and neck was stick on his skin, so was his chest hair. The blond imagined all the 
rest of the brunet's naked chest, lines of sweat covering it, and how much he would like to touch it. Slide his 
hand all down until reaching his belt, and then.. 


"Dammit, Andy" thought the welsh, while lowering his sight to his guitar and trying to drop those thoughts, 


"you can't have an erection now, right in front of the audience." 
When their part of the show ended, they went backstage to rest and have some drinks. 
| really need to go to the hotel and have a shower" said Andy. 


"Go on, man" replied Liam, holding a plastic cup of beer, glancing at the others, letting out what it seemed to 
be a suppressed smile. Everyone burst into laughter, for as they knew what Andy was really trying to 


accomplish. 


The blond got pissed off and turned his back on the rest of the band and headed to the hotel. He went to his 
room and rested on the bed for a while. But he couldn't get those thoughts away. 


“That idiot" he thought. But he loved and desired that idiot. He got his hands on his pants and was about to 
touch himself, "oh, come on, Andy!" suddenly shout and banged his fist on the bed, "are you really that 


desperate? You have a wife and a kid." 


After a while of repressing the erotic thought his lover provoked on him, the blond was about to undress and 
get a shower when he heard a knock on the door. The sound it made let him know whom it was. But he was 
now pissed off and tired of that stupid game in which he would always have to humiliate himself in front of 
the others and wait until Liam wanted to have sex with him. Sometimes he would just made fun of Andy and 


never show up. At the next day he would appear talking about how drunk and how many lines of cocaine he 


would have had the night before, or about the chick he had taken to bed. 
"Fuck him.." thought Andy. 


The knocking started to get louder and violent, and he could event hear Liam voice shouting. At the other side 
of the door the singer was kicking the door, and he continued to do so until he got tired and just rested the 
palms of his hands -he had one of his hands wrapped with the black scarf- and his forehead on the door. He 
stayed like that for a while, thinking what to do. He now really wanted to make out with the blond, and changing 


plans when he was already willing to do what he wanted was something that pissed him off. 
"Andy" said louder, trying to contain his anger. 


The guitarist was already standing right next to the door, at the expectation of what Liam was about to do 
now. Was he going to leave? No. And the blond knew it. The manchunian was on the same position, with his 
forehead resting on the door, and could see a shadow blocking part of the light that came out beneath the 


door. He grinned and let out a breathy laugh that the blond could hear. Andy felt so stupid then, for he 
realized the situation. The welsh finally opened the door. 


lm so fucking tired of your stupid game." 
"And I'm so foocking tired of ya playing your little bitch role" said Liam, "pretending to be the victim" added 
while making a mocking gesture, shaking his hands in the air and pouting, "when, in fact, you're waiting for me 


to suck your cock." 


Andy stared at him, serious, and Liam realized he had hurt his feelings. A little bit amused, but also mad for 
the blond couldn't get a joke. 


"Well, are we getting that bath or not?" asked the brunet. 


"| was just about to get undressed when you tried to get my door down" 


Liam started to get his clothes off first. He threw away the scarf and took off his jacket and unbelted his 
pants. Andy was just there standing next to him and made that typical gesture of biting his lower lip while 
smiling. Lowered his sight and then got his head up again and stared to Liam right in the eyes, as he also took 
off his belt and undressed. 


"We're taking just a bath" let out Andy, still with a big grin 

"Yeah" replied Liam, getting his face so close to Andy's that the blond would even feel the singer's breath. 
The blond was taking his shirt off as he walked to the bathroom and was about to unzip his pants when he 
realized the bathtub was empty, and a big smile appeared on his face again. Liam went right behind him and 
already knew that they would have to wait until the bathtub got full. When he saw Andy's face he also 
couldn't contain a smile, pressing the tip of his tongue against his upper lip. 

"Is gonna take a while" said Andy. 


"Ya, | wonder what we gonna do in the meanwhile" replied Liam, trying not to burst out in laughter. 


Then Andy put his hands on Liam's shoulders and got him against bathroom door frame, his forehead against 
Liam's, and started touching his face when he remembered about the scarf. 


"Oh, wait!" and he went to get the scarf from the floor. 
"What is it?" 


And so Andy put the scarf around Liam's head, covering his eyes, and made him walk backwards until he 
tripped with the bed and fell down on it and Andy dropped himself upon him. Liam took onto his mouth a tiny 
charm he had around his neck and held it with his teeth. He had already taken off his shirt, so the blond 
thought about all the fantasies he had before and started touching his chest. Feeling his chest hair, the welsh 
felt the need to also kiss him all the way down, until reaching his pants. But he did it slowly, to delight his 
mouth from every inch he tasted. He would also suck on some parts, hearing soft moans coming out of Liam's 
mouth, making him drop the little charm. As Andy got closer to the brunet's lower parts, this one got even 


more excited and would put his hands over the blond's head, tousling his hair. 
"You said | only want you to blow me.." said Andy. 


And reached that point, Andy unzipped Liam's pants and took his dick out and licked it slowly all the way, and 
sucked on the tip. He continued to do so for a while and then stopped. 


"| don't want you to cum yet" told the guitarist. 

Andy got on top of Liam to kiss him, and the brunet received his mouth with hunger. They twisted their 
tongues for a while and then Andy, breathing heavy as he was already, got on his knees, unzipped his pants 
and got them off and then Liam's too. After doing so, they changed position and now the brunet was on top. 


"Hand it to me!" shout Liam. 
"What?" 
"The lube, asshole!" 


The blond leaned to get a men bag as quickly as he could, got it from underneath the bed, opened it, got things 
out of it and threw them away, making a mess all what was on it, until he got the little tube. Liam took it 
from off his hands before Andy had even time to hand it to him, and squeezed it on the blond's dick and 
threw it away. After doing so, he took Andy's cock with his hand and placed it on his butt, and slowly 
introduced it by sitting on it. As he was doing so, he bend his head back, mouth half opened, moaning. He was 
starting to sweat and the welsh could start to see little lines coming all down his chest. Andy couldn't resist to 
touch him. They went like that for a while, until the blond cum. Then he went back on to suck Liam's dick and 


made him also beat off. 


After the sex, they rested as they usually did, and suddenly heard the sound of streaming water. Andy got up 
quickly and headed to the bathroom to find out it was flooding and the room carpet was already starting to 
get wet. He turned the water off, but the mess was still there. 


"Well, l'm in for that bath now" said Liam. 


They got on the bathtub together, and actually rested there for a while. Andy would go inside first, and then 
the brunet stepped in, lying his back against the blond. 


"We should also take more bathtubs" let out the singer. 
"Absolutely" agreed Andy, whom had almost fall asleep. 


After they were completely rested, they got out of the bathtub. Andy had already started to get dressed, 
but Liam was still drying off his body with a towel. The blond contemplated him: his hair all messed up and still 
a bit wet, little lines of water coming down on his legs, and tiny drops like little pearls on his chest hair. He 
could've taken him again just right there. 


